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covers in a churchyard. In the dusk of a winter
evening the high and silent warehouses which
enclose the mirrors of water enclose too an
accentuation of the dusk. The water might be
evaporating in shadows. The hulls of the few
ships, moored beside the walls, become absorbed
in the dark. Night withdraws their substance.
What the solitary wayfarer sees then is the incor-
poreal presentment of ships. Dockland expires.
The living and sounding day is elsewhere lighting
the new things on which the young are working.
Here is the past, deep in the obscurity from which
time has taken the sun, where only memory can
go, and sees but the ineffaceable impression of
what once was there.

There is a notable building in our dock road,
the Board of Trade offices, retired a little way
from the traffic behind a screen of plane trees,
Not much more than its parapet appears behind
the foliage. By those offices, on fine evenings, I
find one of our ancients, Captain Tom Bowline.
Why he favours the road there I do not know. It
would be a reasonable reason but occult. The
electric trams and motor buses annoy him. And
not one of the young stokers and deck-hands just